Aum.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth; 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnleffe a pardon, ere I rife or ipeake. 

Bui. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love I pardon thee, 

Aunt. Then give me leave, that 1 may turnethekey, 

That no man enter till the tale be done, 

BhI. Have thy defire • * 0T h within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traytor in thy prefence there* 

BuU Villaine, ile make thee fafe- feate, 

Awn . Stay thy revengefull hand, thou haft nocaufets 
2*or.Open the doore, (ecure foole-hardy King: 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore,or 1 will breaks it open. Enter Tty* 
W.Whatis the matter (Vncle) fpeake,reccver breath, 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may armc us to encounter it. 

Tor . Perute this writing here.and thou (halt know 
The realbn that my hafle forbids me (how- ■ 

Re member as thou read'll, thy.promiie pair- 
I doe repent me reade not my name there, 

M v heart is not confederate w ith my hand. 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did let it downe. 

I tore it from the traytorsbo(ome,(Ki g.) 

Feare and not loue, begets his penitence , 

Forget to pitty him,leaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fling thee to the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong, and boldconipiracy, 

O loyall Father of a treciierons Sonne : 

Thou (Leere, immaculate, and filver fountaine. 

From whence this ftteame, through muddy paliage 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himlelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodnefte Ihall excule 
This deadly plot, in thy digrefling fonne. 

Tor .So fhall my vertue be his vices bavvfl, ^ 


f- 

"And beihaii"pend"mine Honour, with his (lame : ; 

Asthriftlefle Sonnes their feraping Fathers Gold, 

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dyes. 

Or my fham’d life in his difhonour lies : 

Thou kill' ft me in his life, giving him breath. 

The Traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 

Dutchejfc within. 

Xbtf.What hoa( my Liege)forHeavens fake let me in. 

BuU W hat (Lrill-voic’d fuppliant makes this eager cry ? 

Dut.A Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) ’tis !♦ 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

, A begger begs, that never begg’d before. 

BuU Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King : 

My dangerous Cofindet your Mother in, 

I know (he’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

JV.If thou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this forgivenefle , profper may. 

This fetter’d joynt cut c ff , the reft refts found, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound . Enter Dutehejfe . 

Dut. O King, heleeve not this hard-hearted man, 
love, loving not it fe'fe, none other can 

2V.Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here. 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

Dut. Sweet be .patient, heare me gentle Liege* 

Bui. Rife up good Aunt. 

Du. Notyet, I theebefeech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees. 

And never fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgre fling Boy. 
i Aum.'W nto my Motherspraycrs,I bend my knee- 

T orke . Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 

^ Dut> Pleades he in earned? Looke upon his Face, 
Fliseyes do drop no teares: his prayers are in jeft : 
Hiswordscome from his month,ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

VVe pray with heart, and foule, and allbefide : 

K His 
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